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fresh flowers are laid on their graves by the living
members of the family.
I sometimes wonder how mnch those who have gone
are able to see here ? At least, it is to be hoped, that
they can behold the ultimate happiness which surely
must come, after the great sorrows we go through.
I have such happy memories of my Aunt Contie
(Countess De la Warr) and those days I spent at her
country place, Inchmery, without a care in the world.
Inchmery was a beauty spot in itself, situated on the
Solent; at high-tide the sea used to come up to the
thick hedges that separated it from the lawn ; many
hours did I spend basking in the sunshine on the
shore when the tide was low, and watching the
ocean liners as they drifted from Southampton past
the Needles to the great sea beyond.
My aunt had a yacht then, the Violet, and she
used to steam backwards and forwards to Cowes
with the same " insouciance " as one takes a penny
bus from Piccadilly to Oxford Circus, no matter
what the weather was like. In fact, the rougher
the sea, the more she enjoyed it! The only trouble
was that she insisted on obliging her guests going
with her 1
I remember one particular day, when the sea was
iron grey with anger, and Aunt Contie insisted on
going over to Cowes for lunch and taking with her
the Princess Poggio Suasa and the latter's sister, the
Marquise de Talleyrand, and Hamilton Gatliff. The
three of them begged to be let off this " pleasure
trip," but it was useless ! The crossing was dreadful;
the Princess and her sister lay below without moving,
and Aunt Contie sat on the stern of the deck, where
a lot of leather cushions had been placed, playing